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THE VILLEIN's! DAUGHTER
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y father died last winter —

also the chickens. Choked themselves2—

thrashed and turned sick, after all the trouble I had
plucking their grass and cleaning their muck

and not one egg. What was | saying?
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My father died,

lay down with fever, and at first 1 was glad,
may God assoil me. “He can’t lift his hand,”s

[ thought, “while he’s sick in the scraw.
Not to me, nor Mother, nor wee Jack.”
But then he grew worse. “Mogg,” says Mother,
“you’ll have to take the gram to the mill.”

I'took chat greac sack, but the mill wasn’c turning.
The kingpin was broken. I waited cight hours,
knee deep in slush, to grind my meal

and give the lord his share.

That’s the Jaw. You h;ve to grind at che lord’s mill4

unless it’s broken a day and a night.
[ waited, cursing under my breath

tll they fixed it —

they ground my corn, and took their cur,
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Peers at our livestock, fishy-eyed.

[ didn’c say a word. I was staring
at the cow in the straw. Not our cow, but Tam’s—
Tam Bywater’s cow —
mangy, ribs showing, and breathing like
bellows,

a beast not worth the price of its hide.

And Mother is scraping and fawning,
“If you please, sir . . .
begging your lordship’s pardon.”
There’s Mother, so meek, and blind in one eye,
her hair falling out, and her shift full of holes—
making a fool of his lordship. |

So. He took the best of the plgs —
I’d have chosen the same, in his place.
We curtsied. Mother kissed his hand,
and we watched him ride off,
and waited till dark,
to take back Paradise.




